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lamor then, and I propose to get me a
divorce next spring as soon, iu fact, ad
school is out," Mr. Pasco said, calling
all his grammar to his aid.

"Den you better wait till you git it
'fore you try ter marry agin," Pete
Meacham said, catching his rival round
the waist and sending him sprawling
on the floor. Then he gathered the sob-biu- g

Meely in his arms and turned to
face the preacher, saying: "Mr. Pas-
chure, my boss is got license for me ter
marry dis same little gal. Git um from
him, please, an tie de knot right yere.
1 was gwine steal her as we went home,
but I don't wauter take no mo' risks er
losin 'er. "

Then a wonderful thing happened.
The party outside came in and stood iu
a half circle, back of Pete and Meely,
until they were made one, when a
grave gentleman, whom nobody quite
knew, stepped in front of Bert Wilmer
and Lucy Lee, and in less time than it
takes to write it they had likewise en-
tered the holy estate of matrimony.
Pete and his boss, it seemed, had plan-
ned a double runaway. The happenings
of the evening only precipitated the
crisis.

Aunt Charlotte and Mrs. Lee in time
became reconciled to their sons-in-la-

but the church meeting has never yet
ventured upon another queen of

straisiht yit, bat fur ea I kin make out
my Meely dey choosed her fer queen
is gwino be dressed up in white, wid er
crown on, an red shoes, au set up on er
cheer on top tie feaciier's table, wid er
hig stripe-e- d shawl all hang in down
ter de tlo", an tie sch'jolchilltms is ler
come up 'fore her an say dey speeches
"bout de boy stood on da burniu deck,
au twinkle, twinkle, little stars, an de
reaper whose naaie is debt, an all dc-r- a

yotliers. Den dey gwino have di-lcg- s

fer the big Chilians, an inter dat: all de
young men will march an sing around
her, an she ha' terchooso onooii 'em fer
king. Dat's wliut gits Meely v. h ir de
wool's short. You k:.o ,v she ain't for-ar- d

lek tie yofher gals. "
"Xo; Jleeiy's a po'Ml girl tlie best

I know. Is tii.-i-t all?"
"'Oh, no'm. Dey gwine have er sup-

per, sot in de eenci er do
church. Dat'll bo 50 cents an eat all
you wants er barbecue an pie. L'e church
don't git none er dat; hit ail goes ter
dem wha' 'vides de vitteis. B it tlm
side table whur dey gwiiit sell ctke au
candy an reaona an oriiiires an see-pya- rs

will bo all fer do paschnre sal'ry.
'Sides dat he git do dime at de do' too.
Do church owes him an d y had
ter promus ter git up somp'n would
make it fcr him Chrismus, 'xore he'd
'gree ter baptizft any er dem las' con-
verts. He 'lowed his body wks lies as
well wutli saviu as dey souls, au he
wasn't gwine mint his las suit er
clothes in de water 'dout he had de

er gittiu money ter buy mo'. "
"I see. Does it come off Christmas

eve?"
"Oh, no'm. Hit's gwine be Saddy

night in Chrismus. De y other churches
an school 'taiuments will bo through by
den, so we git or big crowd. De s'ciety
from town do Sous and Daughters of
I Will Arise, say dey comin out ter see
how us country niggers does, an I wauts
ter 'stonish uu good one time slio. "

"You want me to help you?" r

"Yessum; I be. metty proud ef you
will. I got threo dozen eggs. Kfyoudes
let me hevo de sn:ar an butter an flour,
I'll mako two cakes fer do side table
an bake urn m year big rose-pans- . An I
thought maybe you'd leu me de money
ter git Meely's dress au shoes, at; make
de crown fer her, an len me you buggy
blankit ter go over tie cheer. Ef you
will, hit'll be tr mighty big 'coiamer-dation- .

"
"Has Meely outgrown the white dress

I made her last summer?"
"So'm, but hit's been washed. 'Sides

hit mtver wus noihin but Swiss muslin.
Now she pot tor have tarlton. Teacher
say queens don't imver w'ar not hi n
else, an ntivrr puts one on dey back but
des de one time. Hit's boon ter be right' 'new.

"You had better get her yellow shoes.
Sho can wear them afterward. "

"Teacher say dey urns' be red dat's
what de town niggers will be spec-tin-

,

an tley shan't have no scuso ter laugh
ef I cau help it. "

"Yon want me to make the dress?"
"Yessum, ef you will?"
"And tho crown?"
"Ain't nobody but you would do it

fer me. "
"Do you want it liko this?" show-

ing a picture of a royal diadem.
"Xo'm, " said Aunt Charlotte. "De

chilluiis is gwine w'ar silver ones when
dey say dey speeches an JUist' P;i-c- o he
made um one fer er pattren. Hit's des
er ban big 'nou-;- h to ge( cm do head,
wid sharp p'ints staimin up around de
top. Moeiy "s lims' be dat way, too, only
golo au bi.ager. "

"H-m-m- ! Is that all you want?"
"Yessum 'ceptin 'tis dem flowers

out yonder in degyardr n. Au I'll sweep
tie yard, an make your soap in do spring-
time, an irnn all Miss Lucy's nice
clothes nest summer. "

"1 know you will, you blessed Aunt
Charlotte," said 3Iiss Lucy Lee, run-

ning in with her arms full of linery.
"Ami Meely shall be as line as Friday
in this tarlatan dress of nunc I've only
worn it onct! and a red sah and stock- -

The inspiration for it left Lovelnnd
breathless at 6 o'clock of an April morn-
ing as lie helped drag Duy's body out of
tho river. Duy was a man who bad
drowned himself because he was not clev-
er enough to make a woman think that
she loved hin. Loveland knew Borarthin ?
of them both. It was as he let go Duy's
arm that the story came into his head, l id
got white, and his hand shook.

"You don't like touching 'em?" sug-
gested the officer who had assisted at tha
useless rescue.

"What?" asked Loveland In bewilder-
ment.

He was staring up the river Into the
gulfs of bright mist. He had forgotten,
but when his companion spoko ho looked
down at tho thing recalled to him and re-

membered more quickly than ho had for-

gotten. Why, is was his touch on thS
man's dead urm that had get th puhses of
a million Aprils beating in his train.

Death, 11 f did they, then, mean tha
same? He looked up the river again into
springs of all the years that had ever been
lived by men farther, farther, farther,
into all of theso othr springs, bloomiug,
dying, beyond tho senile memories of
time. It was is if he hnd once l.een a god
and a poet among K"ds, as if ho had once
created tho springtime with the utterance
of one endlessly eeholug word, a word as
fatal as flame, as elusive as water, as beau-
tiful as the unkissed lips of a girl. It wm
as if he had now como in some Protean
disftuiso to tell of the thin ho had created,
to the deaf and dumb and blind peoples ol
the world.

"Guess you'll pet a pretty ncoop on Tho
Asteroid," the officer congratulated him.

Loveland started. His face Rot back its
color. Tho glow sank down to gray ashes
in his pray eyes as he took out his pad and
began to make copy. It had just occurred
to him that at; this particular time, on
this particular planet, his role of reporter
must be carried out. lie would write the
story when be got time. Meanwhile there
was the scoop.

September came, but he had never bad
the time. All through the summer tha
Ktory had beckoned him, allured him,
mastered his imagination with its beauty
and virility, with its exquisite strange-
ness, its yc, more exquisite familiarity. It
seemed to him that he knew each word,
each paragraph, as it would look on pa-

per. Eighteen hours after 18 hours of the
daily routine his tired eyes inwardly ca-
ressed phantasmal phrases, his lips mur-
mured words that wero tho souls of words,
but he never found time to write the story
out because of tho hack work which al-

lowed him to live by bread alone.
Sometimes, indeed, on Monday morning

holidays, betook thought of giving it tan-
gible form, but his mood and his holiday
never chimed. Often, however, down at
the office, when the rush was most breath-
less and t he yell for copy most maddening,
Loveland suddenly felt himself in wso,-lut- e

tune with the story. "If I could oidy
writo it now!" he used to say to himself
at such moments. The futility of the re-
flection enraged him one evening as hu
bent above his proofs, trying to make
them out by tho sweltering lights of nat-
ural gas.

It was scarcely an hour after one of
theso periods that J10 stood In his room
with the mood upon him. It gripped him.
It forced him. He fought it back and
hurried with his dressing. There were two
men to interview, he told himself. There
was the city council to report, a benefit to
look in at, 20 other things, but the mood
did not retreat even when confronted wit h
these facts. The rather it insisted. Even
as Loveland put his hand upon the door to
go ho stopped short and stared out of the
window. Perhaps it was morning to him
and the veil of the mist was divided again.
At least he did not go back to tho ollioe.
Instead, he flung himself across his bed
and began to write.

About 1 o'clock his roommate, Cresset,
tumbled up the stairs and in at the door.

What!" he gasped. Ho paled percep-
tibly as ho half way appreciated the situa-
tion. "The boss is down there," ho whis-
pered, awestricken. "Tho whole gang is
cussing you out. What are you doing
here? I only looked in here as a lass
chance."

Loveland lifted himself of a nudden and
rested his eyes on Cresset, twisting his
pencil in his cramped lingers as he did so.
Not that ho knew they were cramped.

"Will you got out?" inquired Loveland
evenly and impolitely. His brow wore a
new aspect of sovereignty under liis lightdisordered hair; his lips took on new curvfi
of command; a large minded indignation
blazed in his eyes and voice. Hut Cresset
was not impressed. He waa not accus-
tomed to be impressed by anything except
the boss, and besides in his mind's eye
he beheld an office full of swearing men.

"Certainly," said he, "I will get out,
and so will you. "

It was daylight when Loveland stopped
writing. He gathered the sheets of tho
manuscript up, and taking them over to
the open window read them by the lightin tho eyes of the pale dawn, who looked
marveling over his shoulder.

It was one of tho momenta that make
eternity seem worth while. The story was
written. Ho held it in his hand, the beau-
tiful, perfeet thing that expressed, as a
flower its seed, the conception that hod
laid a summer lonjr in his heart. In his
heart! Why, he knew it had laid waitinga million years in the heart of tho uni-
verse! Ho looked around the dim room
with the eyes of a god sitting at table in
high heaven, above life and fate and time
and the ignoble hungers of men.

As he turned to greet the like look of
the kindling dawn Cresset dragged his
tired body into tho room. lie dropped
down on tho bed, kicking off his shoes and
trying to catch Lovelaod's glance before
he fifoke. At last Loveland moved about,
hunting out afresh tablet from among tho
ill assorted contents of his defck, but ho .

took no notice of Cresset, and when he de-

liberately began copying from the crum-
pled manuscript the latter could stand it
no longer.

"I say, Loveland!" he called out.
Loveland looked up vaguely. ' We!!, "

he said his hand never b topped. "What
Js it?"

"You've been fired, that' all," tsaid
Cresset.

Loveland dropped his vague eyes back
to his moving pencil. Cresset wondered if
he had heard. Ho knew that times wexa
hard arid places difficult to get. He knew
that a man "might starve in out of the way
hoh-- s while hunting a job. He knew all
this, and he really thought that perhapsLoveland had net heard him, but he ndnot have worried. Loveland had beard all
right. He bad oven wondered why Cresset
should have bothered him with a little
thing like that. Kate Field's Washing-ton.

Escape
The state of matrimony is accustomsto honor aliflott any kind of extradition

papers. Detroit Tribun
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only kept from running incontinently
away by tho knowledge that her moth-
er's eye was on her. She knew what was
expected of her that she would choose
Mr. Pasco as king and she hated him
so! If only she might choose Pete! But
he would not be in the line. Aunt
Charlotte had managed to have him left
out. After he put her in the chair he
tat down ou the pulpit floor back of it,
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, jd

""3 ' ' V
Mi i J .'l ,

SEN'T IHM SPRAWLING TO THE FLOOR.

where rhe dratiery hid him from the
crowd, but let him look his fill at her.
That wus her only consolation. If they
tried to make her bodily over to Mr.
.Pasco, he was close at hand, and Miss
Lucy and Marso Bert looking iu at the
w indow, ready to give him countenance
for her protection.

At last the march began. Two by
two, a man and woman, they came into
the small clear space before her and
moved around singing:

My called Sister Murthy.
Hi-- it r Slurthy would u-j- t answer.

Si.-l- er Marlhy's into de nyarden,
Talkia erlKjut my Lord.

Five minutes of slow, ht avy stamp-
ing; then came a wild whirl to

Dar war "ban's o' iuu--d-- ,

liar war ban' o' ir.use-- ,

Dar war ban's o' music
Rumblin fro' de sky.

Then the words died away to a wild
groaning shriek, with a tempest of foot-
falls under it. The marchers formed a
wheel with the women in the center
and whirled at top speed in front of and
up to the poor distracted queen. The
pastor came, too, with an oily smile,
and put liis buggy whip in her hand,
saying: "Now, Miss Permeely, hit
vour king and lemme set him down up

'sic'e vou. Hit is not fer
'oomau ter be erlone, de Scripture says.
Now, shot your eyes an hit denes' who-'e- r

passes." With that he seemed to
release tho whip, yet adroitly flung the
lash arouno. Pasco's neck. Instantly
there went up a great laughing shout,
and by the time Meely had drawn one
sobbing breath the teacher was beside
her, holding her hand. The preacher
had drawn a book and a folded paper
from his pocket and was beginning to
read that the document authorized him
to solemnize matrimony betwixt Csesar
Augustus Pasco and Pamela Mills.

Out from the wonder stricken crowd
came a sh rill cry: "O-o-o- ! you vilyun!
I hain't dead yet!"

The next minute a small and vicious
looking Daughter of I Will Arise
streamed up to the tin-one-, clutched the
royal bridegroom and shaking him till
his chattered cried out: "I mar-
ried di; yere slab sided, low down, no
'count trifiin fly up de creek two years
ergo, up to Nashville, an took in wash-i- n

ter spote 'im so lie might go ter
school an git book sense ernough ter be
er preacher An dis is whnt I gits fer
it. Fine y ra yere tryin ter marry er
gal 'at don' 'ant um an does 'ant some-
body else. I been knowiu ever sence
he reamed away he was mean as gar
broth thickened wid tadpoles, but I
never did thought he'd come quite ter
sech er pass as dis."

Mr. Barker put on his most judicial
aspect. Pasco's countenance betrayed
his guilt. Nevertheless the minister
asked:

"Is this woman your wife. Brother
Pasco?' '

"I laaxried her ouoe, but I was a i
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1 -- i v np th? chair alnut th los
That r.arkle bri jh and pay;

Tint in juan;t uu the wall
hi nahhiup frdio play.

Oh, ! all ttw t the wind.1,
r tiiis is i .1- -: - i:ias kty .

Went if the chilly ninds vliaout
About the ' hri,r.v blow

A r.l J:ij.--h against the fronted pane
Mllke '. !! H C Miow

Christina.-- , this cozy nest
Wilii t rr t I fcclow!

The happy child ujioh the door.
With f'lir.rs lusrioua ripe, ,

Play, with the rJ toy hiiimal
'f id .u i..t crtr:'jWide p within hii little heart

Tiie birtU of spri ngtime pipa- -

Ee roam beneath, his loaded tree
Beside the ing's-nook.- .

Alive i h candies, blocks tmd drama
;

- ( '' " ,-- V- -

! i n: t!V a p "t i : 1 k
l'r. ni u !er old te'm a CUtus, who came

bast i!i:;bt but bus a oh, look!

Ri rv tin thi'pim id nd luncious goose
:' savory 1 Dn,A nr- : i -- - . ti I clish,

fan !' .? r-- i to drown,
jA.r.1 i :.t on enr t ri umpliaii t Ijrowa

A rii-- though BviX.mg crown.

ome. l.-- t tis carve hi e. wliils he's hot
. :: 1 :". i :: funics f snioe,

A:e! t the pungent siiitUng high
C)m;si ..-.-: juiry silo-- ,

And in d?v:in shni'.ops lichtly drift
ThrvuKu fl'jwfr' psradisu.

Jk ml we'll l:rht our pipes
We.!" twilight h npjM-ur-

And vt 1r';ik thewislttxne frail,
Aii.il the 1 X.i.'.: ::z k'er.

L- t him who wins for us all
A haj.py, (;d;nl Xi w Year.

A CHRISTMAS QUEEN.
BT MARTltA M'Cl'I.UKH WILLI A.M3.

Cc-p- right, 1:4, by the Author.
Ami Ciiarlutte c:in e sturdily across

tht; L.--- )!,iist;itio!i. The fields were all
WTO, us mid-I- ) .'enibcr. Yet in
tim flowi-- r fiarden rojts, pansien and

!irysiirirh-mum.H wore rapidly unfold-
ing in t i.v warm. raiu, rather
niK.,'d and disi-olorwl- , to be sure, but
fiowiTS for a", i th.it.

l)p!:i"s te vfs'y tings fcr dref-si- np
de t.iblf, ' Aunt Ch:r.orto muttt-re- to
lwrM'lf a. sii d betwixt the bor-
ders and on to the back porch. iiefora

hv. cov.Ul knock, tha luill door opened,
aiid Mrs. I,ie called cut:

"II wa'y. Aunt (,'U.irlottc? Come
riht in my room t i the lire. You'll
r.ircti yonr death ypr, running about so
in bad v'ut her. Sit riewn aud dry your
itivt while you tell me ail the news."

Aunt Churloft c tuck her torn, mud-
dy h toward tht blziiiK logs, fetch-
ed a sort of frroaaui.' sigh and said:
"La, M : ; M i"y. you know I never
hears no news, but ley nor'ated it at
church lueeting ! iy dat ole lady
Uraiitley wus mfty low wid de brown-i-keeter- s,

aa oLj ?3i?s Calishaw's Flo"-eac- e

had doi.i ruinifcd H ail married
iai 1 hi boy. "

""Well, well, shehas driven lior ducks
to a bud market. (.tirJs are so foolish.
Oh, di i you in at-- freiu old .Mr. Pejtraru?
I atn tub! lie v as badlj hurt la.st week. "

"Ye?"sm; hclumt up v.f stable lof,
hutttin fer do beyses jus; tr licker, an
fell through 011. dat ytung mule, an tie
critter kicked him. do doct:ir say da
ttyino t r lw l a. k is iti rrt lized. "

"J ). ir ni! You don't say so!" Mrs.
l.ec returued.

For an hour th talk slipped along
the ohanncds cif local at sip. Aunt Char-
lotte knew-- tli re was iiothintr like tid-
bits of news to put Miss Ma'y iu good
Luuior. Whatever happened in tea
miles around was reported, with

ami rarintions, at the color-
ed church. .Besides Aunt Charlotte her-
self was outdoor larnd "ess for some half
dozen families, so of course knew all
about them. When bar feet were dry,

-- rot up. picked her sunlxmuet from
the floor aud -- aid. balancing herself ou
one foot :

"Well. I mas' h gidn. Miss Ma'y,
Is you got any gole parjer?"

"Let mo sec. Yes. I think I know I
have. Do you want some? Are they go-i- ri

to have smother Christmas tree at
the church?"

"Vessum no'm. I (iocs wants some,
but 'tain't fer no Chrisuius tree. Dey
done had so many er cU-tu- , an fesservuls,
an May aappers, au to on. do folks as
tired on uru. 3Iist Pasco, do teacher at

e free school, is nir-tt- high larnt. He
i one session ter d s Frisk nuniver-siry- ,

up hut Nashville, go de church
:ali ou bim ter perven 3 nm sorap'n new.

Aa he tole nm dey m as' have er queen
er Chrism 11s. "

"Indeed? That is something new.
Sell me all about it."

"I aia't zactly get da vfhola thing

fl A -.
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Aunt Charlotte looked at the floor iu
meek obstinacy.

"Dey tells me queens don't walk
noiie 'tall," she said, "an de buggy
cain't git no nigher 'an de do'."

"Then let two of the big girls make
a bee saddle and tote her. That won't
look half so bad as to see Pasco lugging
her like an old cat does her kitten, "
Mrs. Lee said, still sharply.

"It's tho hugging, not the lugging,
ma objects to," Lucy said through
her laughing, "but that does not mat-
ter. I believe Mr. Pasco wants to marry
Meely."

"He do," said Meely's mother, "but
sho done sot her min on dat ar' owda-cio-us

Pete Meat-ham- , who've got no
'ligion 'tall, is des always whistliu
reels an potillions an singin 'bout

"Oh, Master Rubbit, yo' yea.rs mighty 11).
Yes, my clear, dey are sot 0:1 wrorip:.

Dat's what mako me try so hard ter
git her fix up nice fer dis yere time. I'm
gwine git all de things an den tell 'er
she cain't have r.m 'dout she'll 'greo
ter take Mist' Pasco. "

Lucy's eyes flashed, but before she
could speak Iter mother said:

"Well, I hope you'll succeed, but it
does seem to me that when a girl sets
her heart on a trifling, no account fel-
low there is no use trying to change it.
I didn't know Meely was like tho rest,
but I'll help you all I cau."

"So will I," said Lucy, running
away, with scarlet cheeks. Meely's case
was her own. Cert "Wilmer had her
heart and her troth plight; rich Dave
Allen, tho backing of her parents. Pos-

sibly it was this fellow feeling that
made her so wondrous kind to Meely.
Possibly also the fact that Pete had been
postman for the lovers ever since Bert
was forbidden the Lee house had some-
thing to do with the case.

Then, too, the Lees were a habitual
providence to the poor blacks about
them. Love for the merry, careless,
simple-shrew- d race was in their blood,
oompreh elision likewise. They saw un-
der the grotesque extravagance of the
"queen of Christmas" a germ of self
reliance and furthered it accordingly.

When at last it came to pass, Lucy,
with her brother and a dozen more young
folks, stood outside and looked on
through the window hack of the pulpit.
The church was a big log structure, lit
with kerosene lamps in flaring tin re-

flectors, and fairly crammed with dark
humanity.

Besides the country negroes for miles
around the Sons and Daughters of I
Will Arise were out in full regalia, a
hundred strong. Pach brother wore a
red sasii crossing his breast, with a tin
star over the heart, a green apron turned
up with yellow, and a blue and white
rosette upon the left lapel. Each sister
was gorgeous in a purple cape, a long
white, freely ruffled apron, deep red sash
about the waist and orange turban with
green plumes. They marched to their
allotted places, droning out a weird,
wordless chant, and vainly tried to
maintain au attitude of solemn criti-
cism. The crow.d was dotted with smil-
ing familiar faces, the savory scent of
barbecue was in the air, and Brudder
Paschure, otherwise tho Rev. Mr. Bar-
ker, shook hands up and down the
benches with a fervor that almost set
tht m shouting.

Presently the deacons hustled and
squeezed the crowd back from the aisle,
and Mr. Pasco came through with Mee-
ly in his arms. She was a slim slip of a
girl, but he staggered under her weight
and would have fallen when mounting
to her chair throne if Pete Meacham
had not sprung forward and relieved
him of his burden.

"Umph! My Lord ! I wouldn't have
dat nigger fer soap grease ef he cain't
tote no betrer'n dat!" exclaimed the
foremost Daughter of I Yv'ill Arise,
while one of the country lads murmur-
ed: "Lordy! Wouldn't I des lek ter see
'ini put 'ginst Pete at er log rollin! He
done stay dar in dat school 'ouse twell
he ain't no stronger'n er skec-ter-. "

Meely reached her throne about equal-
ly crumpled in clothes and feelings.
While the speeches and dialogues went
du she sat trembling and half blind,

THE GAME OF SNAPDRAGON.

lUayers Mnt lie Quick anil Not Mind
Burnfd Fiugera.

Few "Christmas gambols" exist in
their original form. But the old games
modified to suit modern taste as well
as the new ones are just as full of fun
and are entered into by the young folks
nowadays with as much zest as were
the rougher gambols over which in old
England the "Lord of Misrule" pre-
sided. Although the authority of this
lord was generally acknowledged at
Christmas merrymakings 200 or 300
years ago, aud he made things very live-
ly, such disorders finally crept iuto his
brief burlesque that he was sup-
pressed.

One of the most "quiet and genial of
the gambols over which he was master j

has been handed down under the name
of "Snapdragon." Raisins are put into
a large bowl, covered with spirit, which
is ignited. Lights in the room are ex- -

tinguished, and each one attempts iu
turn to grasp a raisin, a feat requiring
some skill and courage. Meanwhile an
appropriate accompaniment is the "Song j

of the Snapdragon," beginning thus:
Here lie comes with flatninjf bowL
Loii'c he moan to take his toll?

Snip! Snipl Dragon!
Take care you don't take too much,
Be not preedy in yonr e!ut-h- ,

fcinip ! Snap ! Dragon !

With his blue and lapping tongue
ilany of you will be setting.

Snip! Snap! Dragon!

A I5it of Pathos at Cbrist mast ide.
There is a little girl of 6 who has

proved herself one of tho ministering
children not in name only. A few weeks
ago the baby of tho family died. The
children as well as the mother had
looked forward to hanging up the baby's
stocking at Christmas with a great deal
of pleasure. But the loss of the baby
brought such anguish to the mother that
she decided to have no Christmas cele-
bration of any kind. Last Sunday even-
ing, as 'the family sat in partial dark-
ness, recounting their loss with all its
sad circumstances, a tender little voice
pierced the gloom:

"Mamma, isn't there any Christmas
iu heaven?"

"Yes, darling, " answered the weep-
ing mother. "It is always Christmas

' 'there.
"Then why don't you keep it here?"

persisted the little girl. "Jus' make
b'lieve baby isn't dead, an hang up her
little stockin, mamma, an le's all have
Christmas jus' the same au be happy,
like she is. "

The child's wisdom prevailed against
the unreasoning sorrow of the mother,
and the little ones are happy and busy
filling the stocking of the baby who will
keep Christmas in heaven.

Christmas Dessert.
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A HALF DOZES SPOONS.

C'hrUtmiM Carols.
The first Christmas carol, as Milton

and Jeremy Taylor have said, was sung
by the angels on the plains of Bethle-
hem. This custom has prevailed in most
Christian countries and is perpetuated
in England and on the continent. Cala-bria- n

minstrels still leave their moun-
tains during the lat days preceding
Christmas for Naples or Rome, saluting
with their wild music the shrinks of the'
Virgin Mother, to cheer her until the
birtlfchour of the infant Jesus, now near
at hand. The first Christmas carols were
hymns in honor of the nativity. They-i.fterwar-

assumed a more secular char-
acter, many of them being songs of rev-lr- y

accompanying the festivities of the
t'casou.
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"IS VOT7 GOT ANT IrtrLK I'APtlir
ings as well as tho shoes. An 1 her
crown shall have 17 tiny sharp points
to it, one for each year of her life and
mine. You know we were born tht same
day, and have grown v.p just the same
size. "

Aunt Charlotte beamed all over.
'( iod love you, Miss Lucy! You is

one good child. I wus thinkin 'bout
dat. dress all de way o!-- r here stadyiu
up how I could gii it. If your foots des
won't so little dat M-e- ly couldn't git
mo'u her big toe iu your shoes. I'd ax
you fer dem white slippers and let de
red stockin's do."

"Oh, she shall have shoes never
fear!" Lucy said, holding the sash to
the light. "But how will she get to
church without spoiling them? It's a
mile from your house, and the mud
will be knee deep. Yon know it always
rains a week when the wind is in the
south. "

"Yessum, hit's gwine be bad. Dey done
'cided at church meet in dat Meely mus'
dress in de clo-des- ' house dar an den
come out, au be sot up in er no top bug-
gy, au have eight er de big boys pull
her up ter de church do'. Den Mist'
Pasco, he gwine take her outeu bit au
tot.- - her up de aisle uu set .'. r iu de
cheer on de table."

Lucy laughed aloud. Her mother
frowned and said, a Pride sharply:

' I would not allow that, Charlotte.
Meely is no child. ''


